THE   GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

her side. Not, however, to help her, but to beat her
ricksha-man.

I stepped back on to the pavement, slipped down a
lane, and five minutes later came out upon the margin
of the town.

The willows were budding and the grass was green
past which I climbed to the overgrown and fissured
ramparts. At my feet slid the blue Hangchow Canal
gleaming, flat as a scimitar, between me and the rich
plain of Kiangsu. Willows overhung the further
bank, clumps of poplars sheltered thatched home-
steads here and there, while files of blue-clad figures,
the eternal bamboo loads across their shoulders, jogged
over arched bridges, along paths between golden blots
of mustard marking the green plain. The evening
light lay on all the landscape, a raft of lumber, fifty
paces long, serpentined its way down the Canal,
imperceptibly propelled by the wind against its
languid sail. From the parapet of those deserted walls
I looked across the fluttering sampans at the green
edge of Asia.